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TO THE 


0 Tuo! whatever tittle ſuit thee, 

Avld; Horne, Satan, Nick, or Clootie, 

Who in you cavern gtim avd ſootie, 

Clos'd under hatches, 


5 Spairges about the ee cootie, 
To ſcaud poor wretches! 
Hear me, auld Flangie for a wee, 
An' let poor damned bodies be; 
I'm ſure ſmaꝰ e it can gie, 
„ Evo à iel, 


To lkelp an' ſcaud poor dogs like me, 4 
An' bear us ſqueel ! 
Great is thy pow'r, an' great thy fame; 
Far kend an' Med is thy name; <4 


. An? though yen lowin heugh's thy Jams: 
-_ Thou travels far; 


— 


An Faith! thou' 8 na lag no: lame, k 

Nor blate nor ſcar. 
"ps Whyics ranging like a roaring lion, 
Fot pry, a' holes an' corners try ing. 


Tung. the kirks, 
- Whyles in the human body pryin', 

EF Unſeen thou lurks. 
| I've heard my reverapd Grannie ay, 
In lonely glens ye like to ſtay, 
Dr Ee auld ruin'd caſtles lay, 


2 | Whyles on the itrong wing'd tempeit flyin, 


3 
. 


Nod to the moon, 


2 3 73 
re fright the nightly wand'refs way. 


Wi' eldricht 888 A 


| wen tw webt did my Grannie ſummon, 
To ſay her pray'rs, douce, honeſt woman! 
Aft yount the dyke ſne's heard you bummin, 
Wii eerie. drnre ; ; 
Or, rolling, thro? the Lootrics comin, 
WI heavy groan. 
Ae d eary, windy, winteß night, 
The ſtars ſhut down wi' {dentin light; 
Wi' you, my ſel, J gat a fright,. 
A yont the lough; 
Ye, like a raſh: bab, hood in ght, 
Wii“ war ing ſugh. 
3 : cudget 1 in, my nieve did ſhake, 
Each briſtl'd hair ſtood like a ſlake, 
When wi' an eldgitch, ſtood qur.ck, quaick, 
Amang the tprings, 


Awa ye ſquatter'd like a drake, ; 
On whiſtling wings. 
Let warlocks grim, an' wither'd hags, 
Tell how wi you, on 1agweed naps, 
They ſkim me muirs an' dizzy Crags, 
* © © WV wicked ſpeed ; 
And in kirk yards nenew their leagaes, 
Owre howkit 4d. 
Thence, contra wives, Wi' toil an' pain; 
May plunge and plunge the kirn in vain 3 
For, O! the 8 traclure's taen, 
By'witching {kill ; 


An' nut, twal-pint Hawkie's gaen, 
As yell's che bill. 
Thence, my ſtic knots mak 2 0 abuſe, 
Gn young guidmen, fond, keen, an cruelc ; 
When the beſt wark lume i' the houle, 
By cantrip We, 
Is inſtant made no worth a loule, | 
When thawes diſſolve the ſnawy hoord, - 


An' float the Jinglin icy-board, 2 


= Au gil the infant warld, a 


AS 
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T han Water-kelpie haunt the foord, 'S 5 5 


y yeur direction, 
wy nighted trav'llers are allured 
To their deſtruction. 
An' oft your moſs. traverſing ſpunkies, 839 
Decoy the wight that late and diunk is; 
The bleczin, curſt, miſchie vious monkies 
Delude his eyes, 
Till in ſome miry Nugh; he ſunk is, 
Nae mair to riſe, 
When maſons mittack word an' grip, 
In forms an' tempeits raile you up, 
Some ceck, or cat, your rage maun' ſtop, 
Or itrange to tell! 
1he youngeſt brother ye wad whip . 
Aff ſtraught to bell. 
Lang fyne in Eanen' s bounie yard, © 
When Southfu' lovers firſt were pair'd, 
An' all the foul of love they ſhar'd, 
| | The /aptur'd hour, . 
Sweet on the fragrant flow'ry {wait'd, 
2 ſhady "IF 
Then you, ye auld, ſack draving dog! 
Le cane to Paridiſe incog, 


3 An' pley's' on man a curled brogue, - | 
(Warp le your n 6 


1 ruin'd . 
D'ye mind that day, when in a bizz, 
Wi' reckit duds, and rea{tit gizz, 
Ye did preſent your Imoutie phiz, 
* Mang better folk, 
An' Kklented on the man of U z: 
Your ſpitefu” Jock * $ 

Ag) bow Je gat him i your thral, 
Aw brak him out o' houle an' hall, 

| ITO ſays an 'botches did him gall, 
8 . WI. bitter "claw, | 


. Ln 4 20 II — 5440 a. 


Sit 


B 


= > 


. 

And lous'd 95 in- todgi- d, wicked —— 03 
Was warſt ava! 3 
But a' 8 doings to Treber ſe, | f 
Your wily ſnares an' fetchin fierce, > = 
Sin' that Np Michael did von pere, | 4 

Dow to this time, 
Wad ding a Lallan tongue or Erle, | - 
In proſe o. rhyme. ' „ 
An' now, auld Clouts, 1 ken your thinking, \.J 
A certain Bardie 's rantin, drinkin, | | 99 
Some luce leſs h ur will ſend him linkin, | i 1 
| To your black pit; | 1.44 
But faith! he'll turn a corner jinkin, | = 
An' cheat you yet. 4 
But, fair you weel, auld Nickie-ben, 1 
O] wad ye'tak'a chobght o* men! 4 
Ye aiblins might—1 diana ken = 

„„ / Si hae s tal e— 

I'm wae to think up? yon denn, Wo 
Een for your ſake ! A 


— — 
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T HE. ANSWER. © © 


Ye cx? me Satan, Nick, an' Hornie, ; 
And taunts my houſe wi” gecks, and ſtornie, 3 
But mock nae mair dear Robin Burnie, „% 

N Till ye come be nk f 
Yell tread a road that's ftrait and thornie, - 1H 
Or ße will ken. 

Ye cry auld Hangie, you to hear, 2 
And damned bodies ſeem to jeer, : * 
am no far aff, ye needna tear, Ds: 

The very Diel, 


And only I for leaye aun ſpier, n 


ve ſoon watt We 
Ye lie like me, but dread or thame, 
Its lanꝑ, lang ſince I loſt my fame: 75 


n eee 


. 


I's true, yon lowin heugt's my bame, 
| And ay will be; 
And though ye fay, I am not lame, 
That cannot he. 
Le ſay, am like a muckle dog, 
That makes their living by their prog, 
And faith, I light on mon; a bog, 


+ 1 f 


BS Within the ha” 
: That makes living foo and noge, Wh 
EY Like lazy ſtirks. i canr 
' Your reverend Grannie, ſhe was wrang, pt I 


When I am. alane, I do think lang, 
For well I like a want thrang, 2 
For ſake o glee, | 


And monie a ane R my fang WI 
Do te a lis « n jir 
Your Granie, bone®, dou! e body, _ 1 

He prayers they were not very ſtudie, 
End of her head was gray and gidie, 3 dur 


Or ſhe began; 
So that if I to fart was ready, 
\wa ſhe ran. 
Ye fay, 1 gave yourſeP u fley, _ 
Ae winter night, was cauld and dry; 
Wd But that's a moſt confonnded ERS 
Tos Io ſay I ſcanrt ye. 
5 1 kent you baith by night and day, 
. Ay. fince I taurt ye. 
I fear ye're hair did tint the pouther, 
When ye. were making lic a fluther, | 
Wi' your bit ſtick out our your ſhouther, 
. My lugs to crack; = 
Nae dout but I was dung a.throuther, . =_— 2 
When I cry'd quake. n 
The Warlocks or the awither'd Hag, ud 
I ſeldom fuſh throw muirs or craigs 3 
Or making pactions i in kirk-yarde, | 
Our howket urns ; 3 


\P 


l 
2 like the funie bards, _ N 
Like Robin Berns. 
Wae worth the lazy, glutay bitches, 
hey ſup the cream, and wite the 1 
he ſearchers Sather aft · times batches, 
A.- thorn the cantry, z 
at curſt Bohea makes empty breaches, 3 { | 
Plague on fic gentry. , 2 
When miſtick knots abuſes graith, . 1 
eanrot fay its clear o' ſkaith; _ | PTY 
hekan prongs; |»: eek e 1 
To truth ye ken, ' 1 
pere I 85 ane look bleath or leath, =) 


I muſter ten. 1 
When thaws bring down the ſnawie huſh, TE. 
n jinglin boards o' ice in ſmaſh ; ed My I 
while I wait about a flaſh, 4,4 377 7 = 0m 
To catch my gums, 2 
durſel' hus vile at a buſn, | WIS 


And done the fame. 
There travers that rake at night, | 
Da theovles errants flim and flight, 
lat if a ſtar glance i i tlet light, 

Don on a pool, 

ey ſhite their breeches wi? the fright, 
And blant on wile” 
To ſay am bribbed with cats "REES, oF: 
Then I get out. fraeneth the locks, 5 
ſhat it is a curled PORE, © [72354 "IEP. GE 
Kight weel ye wat, | 
Ney wad be better i in the pox, i... 

Ye ken 1855 $ that. 63 
It's true in Eaden's bonie yard, 
aypl'd the knave a dynty card, 
nd won a game, but was depair'd, 

To lift the takes ; 


Ir elle ye ne'er had ey Bad, 
Like dcher , Ty 
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*# In Paradiſe l play'd a joak, 
Gart many ane to pieck and houk, 
And leveral to take the pouk, 
And ſome to ſteal; 
"4 Yet ſome o' them guid offers mock, 
E Yet blam the Diel. 
Poor Job, l ſtrip'd him o' his gear, 
And Imullt his bairns with cruſh lerere ; 
But though ye charge me for a liar, 
E-1 "4 Am frce to think, 
1 While you get routh of rum and beer, 
| Yell tine nae jink. 
, His ww:fu* tongue it was not flack, 
It paced ax gleg as a mill clap ; 
But ye hae got a way to brake, 
Sic dinlome rungs, 
When c'ie ye get them on their backs, G 
They hrd their tongues. 
My doinps 2* to write or cry, 
Sincc Michael and. me had.the fry, 
Yonr tongues and pens wad a gang dry, 
io write or name; 
And ye yourtel* do tricks—O 2 il 
I darena na. ne. 
Ye (wear of in your, druken frake, 
That ye will gie auld Cluis the glake ; 
And paund your all juit at the ſta e, 
, And made but flight o't, 
. Which it ye tine, ye'll ſtore my lake, 
And be ill ſlightet. 
f ye thought right o' my auld houſe, 
I jude ye waudua crack fas crouſe; 
There's jeveral there ttat was as douſe, 
As you. aa' nie, 
Your couuſel is not worth a luce, | 
Nor A advic 
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